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“GOOD MORNING.’ 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 
Photogravure in sepia, 8 x 11, 
Twenty-five cents. 
Hand-colored, Fifty cents. 


$a beautifully _ illus- 
trated catalogue con- 
tains a very complete list 
of lively subjects from 
which to choose engrav- 
ings suitable for your 
library, den, parlor, living- 
room, billiard-room or as 
holiday, birthday or wed- 
ding gifts. The most popu- 
lar and high-priced artists in 
the world draw for both 
Leslie's Weekly and Judge. 
The choicest of their work 
carefully engraved and 
beautifully printed for fram- 
ing is listed in the hand- 
somely illustrated catalogue 
of our picture department. 


Order Now ! 






















“SALLY IN OUR ALLEY.” 


By Fames Montgomery Flage 


Beautifully colored, mounted on heavy 


paper. 12x 16 inches. 


HIS most effective 

picture and a hand- 
somely illustrated cata- 
logue giving full descrip- 
tions of our complete 
line of engravings, both 
for 25 cents. “Sally in 
Our Alley” is repro- 
duced with unusually 
perfect value in color 
from one of our latest 
paintings by James 
Montgomery Flagg. 

A copy of this picture 
alone will cost you 50 
cents when this special 
offer is withdrawn. Take 
advantage of this oppor- 
tunity. 
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“WHAT MORE DO YOU WANT ?” 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 
Photogravure in sepia, 12 x 16, 


Fifty cents. 
Hand-Colored, One dollar. 


-LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY, 225 5th 
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“GOOD NIGHT.” 


By James Montgomery Flagg 
Photogravure in sepia, 8 x 11, 
Twenty-five cents. 
Hand-colored, Fifty cents. 


O COLLECTION of 
pictures is complete 
without our engravings by 
world-famed artists. 
No home can be beautiful 
without pictures, and now- 
adays beautiful pictures 
can be furnished at such 
low figures that there is no 
excuse for any home being 
without them. Order from 
our list and you are sure 
to be pleased. 

These are some of the 
many beautiful pictures 
shown in our catalogue. 
Prices from 25 cents up- 
ward, which brings them 
within range of every 
purse. 


Avenue, N. 
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A ** Speaking Likeness. ’’ 


Coroner—‘‘You knew the deceased 
pretty well, I believe, and could identify 
him?’’ 

Witness— 
again.’’ 

A photograph of the deceased was then 
handed to the witness. 

‘*Do you recognize that?’’ 
“No, I 


‘Yes, I should know ’im 


Coroner— 
Witness (shaking his head) 
dunno who that is.”’ 
‘*You said you would know 


” 


Coroner 
him again if you saw him. 

Witness-—‘‘So I should, sir. But I 
don’t think I could tell ’is picture.”’ 

Coroner—‘‘What was there about the 
deceased that you would know and recog- 
nize again?’’ 

Witness (brightening up) 
ter, sir. °"E stuttered awful!’’ 


‘Is stut- 
Judy. 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 25c a bottle. 


Comforting. 


“Oh, that my son should wish to 
marry an actress!’’ shrieked the proud, 
patrician mother. 

‘*‘Now, ma, don’t take on so!’’ be- 
sought the undutiful heir. ‘‘She isn’t 
really an actress; she only thinks she 
is.’’ Washington Herald. 


Bad Outlook for Mr. Shears. 

De Broke—**So the tailor called again 
with my bill? Did you say I was out?’’ 

His man—*‘ Yes, sir; and I told him 
that I thought he was, too.’’—Boston 
Transe r ipt. 

How Could He ? 
‘*You will never learn how to 
manage your money, Karl.’’ 

Nephew—‘‘Can you wonder at it, 
auntie? My acquaintance with it is al- 
ways so short.’’—Fliegende Blaetter. 

What He Ran To. 

He—‘‘ What is Gill’s favorite cereal ?”’ 

She—*‘* Wild oats, I guess.’’— Yonkers 
Statesman. 
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“Here’s to the prettiest, 
Here’s to the wittiest, 


yu do drink. drink Tr; 


rx 


Mb], 


Here’s to the truest of all who are true. 
Here’s to the neatest one, 
Here’s to the sweetest one, 

Here’s to them all in one—here’s to you.”’ 


PSOLE PROPRIETORS 


WHITE, HENTZ & CO. 
Phifa. and New York 


ESTABLISHED 
1793 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 








The Deeds That Count. 


Maud—-‘‘Why don’t you prefer Harry 
to Will? Harry is capable of big 
deeds.’’ 

Edith—‘‘Yes; but Will owns some.’’ 

Baltimore American. 


The Pace. 


‘Do you find that it is costing you 
more to live than it used to?’’ 

‘*No, not more to live; but more to 
keep from being eclipsed by my foolish 
neighbors.’’—Chicago Record-Heradd. 


Adamant. 


‘‘There are a lot of girls who don’t 
ever intend to get married.’’ 
‘*How do you know?’’ 
‘I’ve proposed to several.’ 
land Leader. 


’"—.Cleve- 


Not Safe. 
‘‘He handled his 


gloves.”’ 
‘*How 


th) 


wiring? 


subject without 
could he when it was electric 
Baltimore American. 


More Treatment Needed. 

‘*T always feel, after I have spent an 
hour or two in your company,’’ he said, 
‘*that I am a better man.’’ 

“It is very good of you to say so,’’ 
she replied. ‘‘Don’t hesitate to come 
often.’’—Chicago Record-Herald. 

In **Contempt.”’ 
suicice at Cornell; she has 
gota Daily Sun.— Williams Purple Cow. 

‘Also amerry Widow,’’ we are forced 
to add.—Dartmouth Jack-o-Lantern. 


No race 


Leaves the Small Change. 
Snicker—‘Does your wife ever ran- 
sack your poe kets for letters?’’ 
Kicker—‘‘ Yes; for big Xs and Vs.’’— 
Blue Bull. 





Where Ignorance Is Bliss. 


A great general was taking his regi- 
ment into action. He sent forward a 
detail of men to make gaps in a rail 
fence to avoid the heavy loss sure to 
result if the whole body of men paused 
to tear itdown. The coolest and finest 
man in the detail was a young soldier 
who had never been under fire before. 
When he began pulling down the fence 
he fancied he had disturbed a nest of 
hornets, as he thought he heard them 
singing fiercely about his ears. But 
the lad was not going to run from hornets 
when there was more serious business 
ahead. Ignoring the angry insects, he 
opened the fence and rejoined the regi- 
ment without being stung. In a day or 
two he was surprised to hear that he 
was to be promoted. 

‘*But,’’ he said, 
think I deserve 
others.’’ 

‘*My boy,’ replied the general, ‘‘I 
saw you pull down that fence. You were 
the coolest man under fire I ever saw!’’ 

The man gasped, stared, and turned 
pale. 

‘*What!’’ he exclaimed, regardless of 
grammar. ‘‘Was them wasps bullets?’’ 

Joe Miller. 


Similar Tastes. 


** I don’t 
over the 


modestly, 
promotion 


Bacon—‘‘Have you and wife 
similar tastes?’’ 

Egbert—‘‘I think so. 
she likes her cooking, either.’ 
Satesman. 


your 


I don’t believe 
’— Yonkers 


Ardent fusser—‘‘Have you anything 


on to-night?”’ 


Cute thing Stan- 


‘‘How dare you!”’ 


ford Chaparral. 


‘*He has all kinds of money.”’ 
‘*Rich, eh?’’ 


‘*No; coin collector.’’——-Texas Coyote. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 









JUDGE’S BILLBOARD. 














“DON’T SHOOT.” 
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OF THE HEART. 
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The Court Finds- 


\e.8 RENO verdict, 
‘\}. . this 


**No matter what 


is said, 
When singleness is 
bliss, 
’Tis folly to stay 
wed.”’ 





How To Clean House. 
(For Men.) 
OUSECLEANING time is dreaded 
justly by a great many people, but 
the thoughtful husband may get it 
through with in short order. Washing 
windows, for instance, is always gone 
about in such an awkward way, the win- 
dows being washed in statu quo, so to 
speak. A simpler way is to take the 
windows out and send them to the laun- 
dry. 

Dusting the pictures is also usually 
attended with much hard work. A quick 
and simple plan is to take hold of the 
frame firmly and swing the picture back 
and forth, hitting it sharply against the 
wall each time. This dislodges the dust, 
which falls to the floor and may easily 
be swept up. 

If you have no vacuum cleaner, you 
may improvise one with an old bicycle 
pump by attaching a funnel to the noz- 
zle. Then work the pump backward, so 
that, instead of forcing the air out, it 
will be drawn in. The rugs may soon be 
cleaned in this way. 

Washing the woodwork is another 
futile procedure. Simply get a few 








gallons of paint and 
paint over the grime 
on the woodwork. 

To repolish the hard 


wood floors, take your 


wife’s manicure buffer 


and sit down in a com- 
fortable position and 
go to work. You will 
be surprised at what a 
pleasant way this will 
be to while away the 


evenings. 


His Idea. 
66 HAT is your 
idea of a really 
perfectly good time, 
Bjinks?’’ asked Bjon- 
son, meeting the little 

chap at the club. 
**Seeing my moth- 
er-in-law off to Europe 
for six months,”’ said 
Bjinks, without any 

hesitation whatever. 


“a DOES your 

new minister 
attend faithfully to his 
duties?’’ asks the 
visitor. 

**My, yes!”’ replies 
the parishioner. ‘I 
understand he keeps 
going all the time, 
nearly, making pas- 
teurized calls.’’ 





WILLINGNESS OF SPIRIT 
Polite Mr. Monk (to Miss Hippo, who has just entered car) —‘‘ Permit me, madam, 


to offer you my seat.’’ 


heer] 











IF PRICES ADVANCE. 


‘* Say, this apple pie has no apples in it.’’ 
‘* Apples are so high we can only let you look at them while you 


L’Envoi of Love Letters. 
(With acknowledgments to Rudyard Kipling.) 
By LIDA KECK WIGGINS 
HEN earth’s last love note is writ- 
ten and the ink is blotted and 
dried, 
When the oldest lover has vanished and 
the youngest sweetheart has died, 
We shall rest, and, faith! we shall need 
it—-lie down for an eon or two 
Till the master of loving missives shall 
set us to work anew. 


And those who wrote well shall be 
happy; they shall sit in a satin chair, 

They shall write a de luxe edition of 
odes to an angel’s hair. 

They shall find real loves to write to 
Rebecca, and Dorcas, and Ruth 

They shall work for an age at a sitting, 
and never say more than the truth. 


And only the master shall praise us, and 
only the master shall blame; 

And none shall propose for money, and 
none shall make love for fame. 

But each for the joy of loving, and each 
in his separate star, 

Shall write, to the girl he loves truly 

his thoughts as they really are! 
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** I watched him disappearing down the trail.’’ 


Reflections of Uncle Ezra. 
By ROY K. MOULTON. 
as is a great factor in this existence. Old 
Man Purdy set around seventy-one years ex- 
pectin’ to have newmonia, and then died of old age 
before he got his wish. 

Uncle Hez Binks is a great believer in physical 
culture, and he is makin’ his wife healthy by let- 
tin’ her split all the wood. 

Hank Tubbs says Christmas is gettin’ to be a 
great hold-up game. He got nineteen pair of sus- 
penders. 

There is nothin’ like bein’ up to date. The 
newspapers that are published in the big city Sun- 
day git to our town Saturday noon. 

When a feller has got a black eye he might just 
as well lie about it, for nobody will believe him 
even if he tells the truth. 


A Rapid Promotion. 


By BURGES JOHNSON. 


HE MOST rapid promo- 
tion I ever witnessed,’’ 
remarked the old rail- 

road manager, ‘‘occurred to one 
of my own subordinates. Iwas 
chief of a surveying party at 
the time, in the old West. We 
were working in wild country 
and a hard-looking Indian brave 
came to me fora job. He said 
he was educated and a big chief, 
and a subordinate job wouldn’t 
do. I needed a back flagman 
at the time, so I jollied the old 
fellow, told him that all of us 
began at the bottom, and that 
promotion was rapid. He par- 
ticularly inquired as to the num- 
ber of men between back flag- 
man and chief, and I told him 
three. So he took his rod and I 
sent him a quarter mile up the 
line. 

‘*T was working across a little 
gully, about an hour later, when 





ANOTHER SWINDLE. 


I heard some one approaching. It was 
my big-chief back flagman. He was on 
the level man’s horse and he carried the 
level rod and three fresh scalps. I 
ducked, but he spotted me. 

‘**Me come for promotion,’ he said 
briefly. ‘Jobs ahead all vacant.’ 

‘*I didn’t like the look in his eye and 
I did some quick thinking. ‘You’re pro- 
moted,’ I said promptly. ‘And in honor 
of your rapid rise, I declare a week’s 
vacation with pay. Here’s something 
on account. Go get firewater.’ 

‘As I watched him disappearing down 
the trail, I added fervently, ‘And he can 
have my job, too. I resign.’ ”’ 


A Snow Hymn. 


KNOW not how it blows and sifts 
In winds that rant and roar; 
I only know it always drifts 
The deepest at my door. 


MEN HAVE failed to make good in 
business because they worked 
under a poor boss when they started for 


themselves. 








Farmer Green—*‘ It dew beat the ol’ boy haow the public gits fooled! I 
hev ben a-standin’ here fer nigh ontew an hour naow, an’ them blamed 
picters hain’t moved yit !’’ 








A Good Year, This. 


(Notice to All Poets.) 
By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 


AY, poets of the dis- 
mal quill 
And cynical emo- 
tions, 
Pray, cut your lines 
of future ill 
And pessimistic no- 
tions, 
Because, by gum, 
There’s nothing bum 
In nineteen hundred and eleven. 
For, can’t you see, 
It’s made to be 
A truly perfect rhyme for heaven. 
What? 








Hub Waggery. 

WAG in New York, seeing a man 

driving a tack into a card through 
the letter ‘‘t’’ of the word ‘‘Boston’”’ 
printed on it, seized the latter and ex- 
claimed, ‘‘Why, what are you about? 
Don’t you know that laying tax on tea in 
Boston once raised a thundering muss 
there?’’ 


Chestnuts. 
66 NDER a spreading chestnut tree,’’ 
*‘Oh, woodman, spare that 
tree !’’ 
They’re both the biggest chestnuts 
In all our poetry. 
The Breed. 
Stella—‘‘Is her coat Persian lamb?’’ 
Bella—‘‘No; Podunk mutton.”’ 


OTHING changes a young 
habits more than marriage and the 


man’s 


confining influence of a good woman. 


-— 
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BETWEEN THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SNOW. 


Signs of the Times—What Electric Signs Can Do. 


By J. 
S howe ARTISTIC possibilities of the 

electric sign may permit of its use 
by institutions the dignity of which has 
heretofore exempted them from mere 
commercial advertising. 

A flippant but nevertheless friendly 
type of electric sign might, without in- 
consistency, even be used by so exclu- 
sive an institution as a stock exchange. 
A massive picture topping the edifice, 
showing a watery expanse washing a 
stretch of shore labeled 
Beach,’’ with the classic 


‘*Come in, our water’s fine!’’ 


**Security 
quotation, 
might pos- 
sibly allure the timid and hesitating in- 
vestor to essay a plunge into the sea of 
speculation. 

An elaborate electric sign adorning a 
church, for instance, depicting the flam- 
ing infernal regions and showing Me- 
phisto grilling a lost soul or two with 
great gusto, would, beyond doubt, help 
to fill a few of its empty pews. The 
display might be varied and business in- 
creased by an attractive sign showing a 
jolly tar twisting ropes of fire into vari- 
ous combinations, with the legend be- 
neath, ‘‘When you contemplate mar- 
riage, let us tie the knot for you.”’ 

Signs of a jovial nature surmounting 
our prominent hotels would serve to ad- 
vertise them as hostelries calculated to 
keep their patrons in a happy frame of 
mind. Any one seeing an immense pair 
of boy’s pants emblazoned in electric 
bulbs on the facade of a certain well- 


J. 


SMITH. 
known hotel would say, with a chuckle, 
‘“‘Ha, ha! Good joke! Knickerbocker 


I see!’’ while a brilliant picture of a 
bartender depositing a cherry in a glass 
of limpid crimson liqueur would not only 
act as a powerful magnet to the bibu- 
lously inclined, but would help to make 
the ‘‘Manhattan’”’ a household word. 

Our weather bureau, too, might keep 
us advised at night of its prognostica- 
tions through the medium of electric 
signs, built on top of its eyrie, in order 
that they might be visible in all the 
boroughs. If the sign showed a number 
of electrified Angoras, Pomeranians, and 
other feline and canine species tumbling 
pell mell adown the picture, we would 
readily understand it to mean that it 
will ‘‘rain cats and dogs.’’ The humor- 
ous character of the signs would natu- 
rally offset any unpleasant forecasts they 
might impart. 











A TIME-TABLE. 
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WINTER SPORTS IN QUACKVILLE. 
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““ There goes that Mrs. Hifly. 
It costs her as much to keep it ‘fixed’ up as it does to keep her automobile in repair.’’ 


** Well, she ought to. 





EQUAL COST OF UPKEEP. 
She thinks she has an automobile face.’’ 


The Delights of Peace 


HE Curnegie Ten-million Dol- 
lar Peace Committee is 
already having its troubles 
and has out its sign: ‘‘This 
Is Our Busy Day.’’ Here- 


with are presented a few of the thou- 
sands of urgent letters received at head- 
quarters up to the time of going to press: 


Philadelphia, January 15th. 
Carnegie Peace Providers: 

Sirs—Let us have peace. My wife 
says there will be war if I don’t give her 
the three dollars and twenty-five cents I 
promised her, and I haven’t got a cent. 
Don’t send check. Truly, 








‘* MONKEY SHINES.” 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 


Lexington, Ky., January 15th. 
Gentlemen: 

Sirs—My thirst is at war with my 
personal happiness, and I am broke. 
May I have the profound pleasure of re- 
ceiving fifteen cents from your fund for 
adrink? This will insure peace for the 
immediate present. 

Your obedient servant, 
Colonel A. J. C. 


Los Angeles, Cal., January 15th. 
Peace Distributing Committee: 

Kind sirs—My mother-in-law says she 
will go home and stay if I will buy her 
a railroad ticket. This will cost thir- 
teen dollars and twenty-five cents, and I 
have only thirty-seven cents. Don’t you 
think it is in accordance with the pur- 
pose of the fund to send me twelve dol- 
lars and eighty-eight cents immediately? 

Fraternally, 
Charles J. U. 


New York, January 15th. 
Men and brethren—In order to stop 
the war now being made on our interests 
by a few Vox Populiars in the —— Leg- 
islature, will you be good enough to for- 
ward to us, without delay, about one 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars. We 
know what to do with it. Peace at any 

price is our motto. Very truly, 
Grafters. 


St. Louis, January 15th. 
Dear sirs of the Committee on Peace 
So that we may have peace in the 
family, will you be kind enough to send 
me seven dollars and fifty cents to buy a 
new hat for my wife? I had the money, 
but it got away from me ina little game 
at Pete’s, and I have told her she should 
have it before Sunday. If you are mar- 
ried men you can feel for me and I am 

sure will send on the money quick. 
Hopefully, 
J. H. L. 


New Orleans, January 15th. 
Messrs. members of the Peace Fund 
Board: 

Gentlemen—Kindly consider my case 
as important and forward me eleven dol- 
lars and fifty cents due on a suit of last 
spring’s clothes. That insatiate tailor 
says he will lick me to a frazzle if I 
don’t come across by next Saturday, and 
he is bigger than I am. In the name of 
peace and harmony I ask this great favor 
of you. Sincerely, 

Algie Smythe B. 


Chicago, January 15th. 
Peace Committee : 

Gents—If you really mean business 
and want to promote peace, send me 
eight dollars to pay two weeks’ shortage 
on board at once, or my. landlady will 
make trouble. She’ll trust me for the 
other four if she can get two. Hurry. 

Yours hard pressed, 


Henry M. J. 


Steubenville, O., January 15th. 

Gentlemen of Peace Committee—-I’ll 
never have a minute’s peace at home till 
I buy my wife a new carpet for the 
parlor, and it will cost forty-two dollars. 
But I can get it on the installment plan 
by paying ten per cent. down. Please 
send me four dollars and twenty cents at 
your very earliest convenience. 

Yours to command, 


Elijah F. 


These are merely samples of the ur- 
gent peace needs of our troubled people 
and Mr. Carnegie should really hav» 
come to their relief long ago. It is now 
estimated that half a million a year will 
not go half way round, and a deficiency 
is already in sight. 



























PITTSBURG. 


A Few Murmurs. 

HE QUESTION that is now 
seriously agitating certain 
philosophers is as to whether 
the aeroplane is not going to 
be hostile to republican in- 

stitutions in establishing an order of 
upper classes who will instinctively look 
down on their fellow-men. We have no 
fear in respect to this ourselves. The 
best of the aeroplanists have to come 
down to earth occasionally. 

We hope it is not too late to say that 
Wellman ought to have known that that 
equilibrator of his would not work. 
Darwin teaches us that it was not until 
he lost his that the monkey became a 
rational and progressive being. 

The long and short of it seems to be 
that the man with a long head seldom 
suffers from a short pocket. 

There is one thing about the aeroplane 
as an auxiliary in warfare that every- 
body so far seems to have overlooked, 
and that is that in an engagement an 
aeroplane corps can take to flight with- 
out running away. 

When two extravagant people get 
married they constitute the match that 
starts the conflagration that burns up 
their money, which is a sufficient indica- 
tion that we should handle the hymeneal 
torch with unusual care. 

We don’t know how King George likes 
the name of that new Canadian warship, 
which has been christened the Rainbow. 
We always had a notion that the rain- 
bow was a sort of promise that the reign 
was over. 


From the Pomes of a Punster. 
T IS a rule that men may break, 
But little birdies keep 
And never, never do forsake, 
That talk is ever cheep. 


Notes from the Basswood Bugle. 


By ROY K. MOULTON. 


FELLER was through here the other 

day sellin’ a patent hair restorer. 

Hod Perkins bought a bottle and acci- 

dentally spilled it on the horsehair sofy 

in the parlor. He has had to go over it 
with the lawn-mower three times. 

It is gettin’ so nowadays that a feller 
can’t get a reputation for bein’ intellec- 
tual unless he wears eyeglasses. Ren- 
frew Stebbins wears his all the time, 
exceptin’ when he reads. 

Grandpa Skibbs says he sees by the 
paper the doctors down to New York are 
tryin’ to cure a feller by auto-sugges- 
tion. Grandpop says the only auto-sug- 
gestion he can think of is to dodge, and 
dodge quick. 


Algernon Tubbs writes home from 
New York that, since he bought a three- 
cornered piano and put it in his flat, he 
and his wife have to board and room out- 
side. 

Miss Pansy Hilliker lost her switch 
just outside the door of the Golden Nug- 
get saloon the other day, and when Hank 
Frisby came out he tried to kill it with 
a club. 

Grandma Perkins says she is just crazy 
to git to New York to see them lagoons 
in Central Park. She says a lagoon is a 
wild animal from South Ameriky, but 
Grandpa Perkins says ‘she is wrong and 
that a lagoon is a man-shaped animal, 
half monkey, that comes from Afriky. 


A MAN OF HIS WORD. 
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1. Prospective buyer (angrily) —‘‘ I thought you said your lots were but five steps 
from the railroad station ?’’ 





2. Kangaroo agent—‘‘ So they are, and I can prove it. 


One—two—three —four—five !’ 
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ABOUT THE WOMEN. 
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By HOMER CROY. 


ARMON, JUDSON.—A _ made-in- 
Ohio product is Governor Harmon, 
who was born, budded, and bloomed 
in Ohio and can’t sleep well in 
Washington. He has been a lawyer 
ever since, only taking time off to 
get married. Finishing at the Cin- 
cinnati Law School, he rushed into 
matrimony and made one frame do 
for both diplomas. With these de- 
tails off his hands, he had a clear 
track for the Superior Court. Ever 
since he went to Washington as 
Cleveland’s Attorney-General, his 
favorite pastime has been receiving 

railroads. To Ohio’s 1,888,999 potential Presidents and to 

its 444,555 native population he is plain ‘‘Uncle Jud.’’ He 
hates frills like bills and calls for his salad undressed. He 
thinks neckties ought to be done up on a wire that slips over 
the button zip/—just that easy !—and is in favor of passing 

a law to make Congress shoes universal. He is a baseball 

fan dyed in the warp and woof, and thinks ‘‘Garry’’ Herr- 

mann the greatest statesman west of the Pennsylvania Ter- 
minal, with a hallowed niche protected with a plush rope 
waiting for Napoleon Lajoie in the Hall of Fame. Firm is 

Governor Harmon’s middle name. His shoulders are a yard 

wide and his jaws are worked by a percussion cap. 





._ SS ORD, SIMEON.—The family Bible 
= » on the round center table pushed 
back against the wall, but holding 

its own in spite of the sectional 
bookcases, says it was — odd years 
ago, and Brooklyn at that. Simeon 
himself says that he sprung from 
Brooklyn—and just as soon as he 
could. His record since has been 
above reproach. Putting a polishing 
touch on his education gained ata 
Connecticut school by refusing to 
write an essay on ‘‘Was Hamlet 
Mad?’’ he turned lawyer—or at least thought he did, but 
police records show no mad riots of clients fighting to get up 
his elevator. After lying in wait for the first client till he 
got joint rheumatism, he sold his swivel chair, Bill Nye’s 
*‘Comic History of the United States’’ and the rest of his 
library, and went into the hotel and beard business and has 
been earning an honest living ever since at the Grand Union. 





His hotel is a great success, without wishing to hurt the feel- 
ings of his beard. Some fourteen years ago, at the opening 
of the Waldorf-Astoria, he made an after-dinner speech. that 
is still reverberating down the corridors and companionways 
of history. That hostelry has been a success ever since. 
That night he went to bed and woke up the next morning to 
find himself in the headlines. After fifty-seven varieties of 
food have been disposed of at a banquet and the rest of the 
speakers have told their stories about the man who didn’t 
know how to blow out the electric wall light, and the Pull- 
man porter and all are fitting their elbows into the table- 
cloth and their heads in their palms, Simeon Ford and his 
beard are called upon. Up rises six feet of Gothic archi- 
tecture, with a Leaning Tower of Pisa effect above the sec- 
ond story, with a block-signal beard floating out at the top- 
mast. Then he begins to talk and the diners to double up. 
Plainly and seriously he begins to talk about himself—his 
build and his beard—while the waiters have to dash ice- 
water in the faces of the banqueters. No banquet sits heavy 
on one’s stomach when followed by Simeon Ford and his 
beard a la fricassee. He is always a first aid to digestion 
and New York’s greatest oratorical Worcestershire with the 
trade mark blown in the beard. Disobeying the established 
law that all landlords must be round and fat, he is thin and 
spare, looking like a sandpapered stick of uncooked spaghetti, 
and often, when standing behind the clerk’s counter in the 
press of business and sought out by a celebrity seeker, secret- 
ing himself behind the office pen sticking in the property 
potato. 
A Biblical Matter. 
66 AMMA,”’ asks the little boy, ‘‘what was Enoch?’’ 
‘“*What was he? I don’t understand you, my son.”’ 

‘‘I mean what language was he.’’ 

‘*What nationality? Oh, I don’t know- Hebrew, I ex- 
pect.’’ 

‘*But I mean what was he afterward?’’ 

‘*What was he afterward? What do you mean?”’ 

‘“*‘What language was he afterward? My Sunday-school 
teacher says he was translated.’’ 


Her Scrapbook. 
66 ho YOU keep a scrapbook, Mrs. Rowdy?’’ asked her 
friend, Mrs. McGuffey, apropos of nothing in par- 
ticular. 
‘*Well, in a sort of a way,’’ said Mrs. Rowdy. ‘‘I keep 
a diary, and whenever Mr. Rowdy and I have a tiff I make a 
note of it.’’ 


A MOTHER is the society debutante’s best press agent. 
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1, ‘* Ah, Squire Sancho, this is the opportunity 

of my life! There is the beautiful Queen of 

Hoboken held captive in that window. So me 
for a quick Tescue.—— 


2. —— Ha, rogue! Release that ravashing 

creature in the window, or by the kink in the neck 

of the sacred goat of Gehenna, I will strew thy 
vitals on your doormat ! —— 


3. —— Fear not, fair lady! With 

one swipe of my trusty sword I 

will smash the brittle wall be- 
tween us ! —— 





— 








4. —— Before the sun hath dipped into the 
sink thou shalt once more sqvat on the 
mighty throne of Guttenberg, where I shall 

serve as thy head sheriff. 





The Business Outlook. 

HE Democratic 
party has turned 
over in its sleep, 
physicians all say 
business is good, 
and the future is 
beaming with 
ferred hope. 
is said to be running about ninety per 
cent. red while a bumper auto 
crop, with plenty of rye and Scotch, has 
now removed all fears of a pleasure fam- 
This talk about national waste and 
extravagance is all The 
trusts are living well within their in- 


de- 





Corn 


ears, 


ine. 
poppycock. 
comes and our great national reservoir 
at Milwaukee is 
high beer mark. It 
Christmas spirit has depleted our domes- 


several inches above 


is true that the 


tic reserve and that our wives are ex- 
hausted, but there is no reason for any 
anxiety because American heiresses con- 
tinue to throw themselves away on de- 
generate foreigners. This unhealthy 
condition has already been discounted by 
our genial tariff, which can be depended 
upon to avert a matrimonial panic by in- 
creasing the duty on European rakes. 
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5. —— Pull thyself together, oh, beauteous 
one, and be not affrighted, for the walls of 
the castle are before us, and thy lovely head 
shall once more wear the royal crown ! —— 


The Fate of the Pigtail. 


ULL many a queue of blackest hair 
unshorn 
The yellow Chinese wears upon his 
head; 
But he will wake upon some early morn 
To find his locks a lady’s switch in- 
stead. 


A Classic Tale Explained. 
T WAS late at night. 
The officer stopped Diogenes. 
‘‘What are 
officer. 
‘*I am looking for an honest man,’ 


you doing?’’ asked the 


was the shrewd response. 
Muttering to himself, 
went away. 
‘“‘By jinks!’’ said Diogenes. ‘‘If I 
hadn’t come back at him like that, he’d 
for picking up this lan- 


the policeman 


have nabbed me 
tern.”’ 
Fashionable Health. 


HEN lovely woman stoops to folly 
By dressing with a total lack 
Of judgment, she can scarcely straighten, 
For rheumatism in her back. 


T IS better to have loved a short man 
than never to have loved a tall. 


6. —-— Od’s gazooks! Mine old enemy, 

the great jinx, hath thrown his magic spell 

o’er me, and borrowed her head fora Sa- 
lome dance !’’ 


Book Note. 

Friend - ‘What is this cute little box 
here?’’ 

Host—‘‘That’s a set of books that I 
ordered by mail. They came this morn- 
ing.’’ 

Friend—‘‘What is the rest of this 
roomful of junk?’’ 

Host—‘‘That’s their sample pages, 
prospectus, etc., that came last week.”’ 

HE WIRELESS can spread news 

farther than a woman’s tongue, 


but it costs more per word. 





COME-MUTE-ATION. 


** Hello! How did you get down here?’’ 
** Oh, I come-mute.”’ 











HE HAD A WEEK FACE. 


The Doctor’s Latest Discovery. 


Editorial Note. —The Doctor has astounded the world by 
another announcement. He has come to the conclusion 
that he did discover the Pole and was crazy when he 
wrote a magazine article saying he did not! He writes 
that he wascrazy when he said he was crazy and that as a 
crazy man then he should not be believed when he said 
he was crazy. Few have been able to follow the 
depths of this remarkable theory of the Doctor, but he 
seems sure of it, and as long as it helps to sell our mag- 
azine the credibility of the theory is of secondary con- 
sideration. But not to dwell upon a matter which may 
be to some a trifle obscure, let us hear the Doctor 
himself. 


ERE my statements in 
Sampton’s Magazine 
‘ true? I confess I do not 
¥iknow absolutely. Fully, 
Y freely, frankly I shall tell you 
Wrapped as I 







A 
everything. 


was in the realms of insanity on approach- 
ing my native shore, and maddened and 
crazed by the possibility of being obliged 
to live in Brooklyn again, I wrote, as you 
know, an article for Sampton’s Magazine. 
Was I crazy when I wrote it? I was. 
This may seem a deceitful statement, 
but I am willing to deceive if I can but 
gain the confidence of the American peo- 
especially the 


ple and money, 


; Am I now crazy? Clearly no. 
I shall present my case not as an arctic 


I am not the 


their 
money. 


explorer, but as a lunatic. 
first lunatic who has written for popular 
magazines. There are others. 

‘‘I reached America, intoxicated by 
the wreaths of glory and honor there 
were thrust upon me. As I walked up 
Broadway at night, I was dazzled by the 
electrical display in my honor. As I 
approached the Waldorf-Hysteria, I was 
tossed upon a foaming wave of enthusi- 
asm and popularity. I attended a mag- 
nificent performance at the Metropolitan 


Opera House in my honor. The opera 
was the ‘Konigskinder,’ which, as a set- 
tled compliment to my arctic explora- 
tion, dealt with snow and a youthful and 
very enthusiastic couple who were 
snowed under. Is it surprising that my 
brain was maddened when, after a long 
absence from this opera house, I beheld 
for the first time a flock of geese on the 
stage? I had hitherto always seen them 
on the other side of the footlights, and 
especially in the boxes; and this ex- 
traordinary reversal disturbed my men- 
tal equilibrium and drove me to the un- 
tenable confession which, at the rate of 
a dollar a word, I wrote for a magazine. 
But, alas! my glory was a quicksand. 
From the zenith of laudations and praise, 
I was suddenly plunged into 
the depths of suspicion and 
discredit. I was accused of 
being a deliberate swindler, a 
common faker, and a base 
character. 

‘‘I am told that certain peo- 
ple who scorn my polar dis- 
covery respect and believe in 
This moves me 
Indeed, 


me as a man. 
more than I can say. 
I am as deeply touched as 
when I touched the purses of 
the noble American people. I 
hope to continue to touch 
them as long as their confi- 
dence in me touches my disin- 
genuous nature. 

“*T stated I was not sure of 
my discovery of the North 
Pole, but was certain of the 
ascent of Mt. McKinley. I 
now know I was wrong. I re- 
statement. How 
wrong about the 
calculations 


call my 
could I be 
Pole when my 
were so accurate. 
will not lie, even though liars 
may figure. I am sure of the 
North Pole, but not so of Mt. 
McKinley, as I have learned 
that the author of ‘How Cook 
Faked Mt. McKinley,’ in a 
magazine of the 
has elaborately 


Figures 


recent 
months, 
worked up an article accusing 
me of only flirting with the 
truth; but I pass that insult 
by, if only the American peo- 
ple will believe my polar dis- 
covery. 

‘“‘But although I have re- 
iterated false statements, 
changed my mind, altered my 


opinions, and seesawed my 


views in regard to myself and my won- 
derful although I have 
wronged and fooled the ‘whole-hearted’ 


explorations, 


American people, of one thing I am sure, 
and that is that my confessions and re- 
tractions shall be continued while there 
is money in it. In that am I not a 
benefactor, for did not my illustrious 
predecessor, Phineas T. Barnum, well 
say that the American people like to be 
humbugged ?’’ James Mitchell Beck. 


Why Not? 
Willie—‘‘ Mamma, you hire a woman 
to do your washing for you, don’t you? ’”’ 
Mamma—*“ Yes.”’ 
Willie—‘‘ Then I don’t see why I can’t 
hire a little boy to take my baths for me.”’ 








Snodgrets.. 


BUGVILLE NEWS NOTE. 


Monoplanes are now operating over New Beetle City. 
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In the Millennium. 
When Our Weather Man Becomes Polite. 


F IT suit the great 
American people, 
Tuesday will be a bit 
blustry. Your hum- 
ble weather prog- 
nosticator would beg 
of you to remember 
that winter is now 
upon us and that the unpleasant days 
have been held off as long as _ possi- 
ble. If it is the will of the majority, 
the morning will open up with sun, 
grow a bit troubled by noon, then cloud 
over rapidly until, by the middle of the 
afternoon, the atmospheric conditions 
will make a fire seem more cheerful than 
usual. The man behind your weather 
bureau would remind you that this is 
the best he can do by you, and that, by 
beginning with a fair morning and have 
the day grow clouded as the hours pass 
away, asudden change is thus avoided and 
many ruffled nerves are saved. On ac- 
count of the extreme lateness of the 
season, the bureau would call the fact to 
your attention that many worse days 
have been experienced at this time of 
the year, and that it has striven hard to 
suit the majority. A little fortitude 
and patience on your part will make the 
day slip by much more quickly, and the 





state of mind with which you receive it 
that morning, the department would 
point out, determines in a great way 
whether or not the day drags heavily on 
your hand. 


Truth Will Out. 
oe. called to his feet unexpectedly 
at the gathering and asked to re- 
spond informally to the **The 
Ladies,’’ Mr. Gilfers hemmed and hawed 


toast, 


and began, 

**My friends, all that I am, all that I 
have in the world, I owe to a woman 
my wife.”’ 

Here he was interrupted by that lady 
herself, who arose and said, 

**T told you, when you put the property 
in my name, you’d give it away first 
time you opened your mouth.’”’ 


Speaking of Maxims. 
i hoes SPENDER, with an ill-concealed 
sneer, handed this maxim to the 
saver: ‘‘Some people are so stingy that 
they are dishonest.’’ 

‘*And, by the same token,’’ responded 
the saver, with a raw laugh, ‘‘some peo- 
ple are so liberal that they are dishonest. 
Count them up, please, and see, in these 
days of liberal spending, which side has 


the majority.’”’ 
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SPRING HAS COME AT LAST!” 


A Classic Made Over. 
PON the Road of Dynamite 
Rode Phebe Slush, with great de- 
light. 
There came a flash, there came a flight. 
Quoth she, ‘‘This road is out of sight!’’ 


Views of Optimist and Pessimist. 
Howell 
every man’s door.’’ 
Powell—** While misfortune keeps on 
knocking.’”’ 


‘* Fortune knocks once at 





<“« 


THE PENALTY. 

** What did your lawyer say to you ?’’ 

“* He was angry, and said if I told him one 
falsehood to strengthen my case he would do 
something he has never done before—tell the 
judge the whole truth.”’ 














My Calendar. 


OW yours may be better for dating 
a letter 
And keeping you up to your dinners 
and dues; 
For feasting and fasting and days ever- 
lasting 
That harry the soul 
have its use. 
I live by the seasons for care-killing 
reasons; 
My calendar’s healing and soothing 
and gay. 
Yours may be a “‘handy,”’ a “‘ 
a ‘‘dandy,’”’ 
But mine is the drug shop just over 
the way. 


why, it may 


pocket, ’’ 


When sarsaparillas and death to moth 
millers 
Are filling the window, and new sas- 
safras, 
With pills for high livers, for ague and 
shivers 
Are calling ‘‘Come in!’ to the languid 
who pass; 
When tar balls and camphor that don’t 
care a for 
The sensitive nostril their sweet in- 
cense fling, 
I know that the trees on the high road 
are budding, 
They’!! soon be a riot of bloom—for 
it’s spring! 


If signs of cool sodas and phosphates, 
all odors 
Of talcum and orris and poison for 
flies, 
With lotions for ‘‘skeeters’’ and anti- 
blood-heaters 
Are got up as fetching as art can de- 
vise, 
You can’t make a blunder, you can’t 
even wonder 
It’s summer, for, mark ye, the germi- 
cide sperms! 
The iceman is bragging, the pavements 
are sagging, 


Family of Five. 
ALL DRANK COFFEE FROM INFANCY. 


It is acommon thing in this country 
to see whole families growing up with 
nervous systems weakened by coffee 
drinking. 

That is because many parents do not 
realize that coffee contains a drug 
caffeine—which causes the trouble. 

‘*‘There are five children in my fam- 
ily,”’ writes an Iowa mother, ‘‘all of 
whom drank coffee from infancy up to 
two years ago. 

**My husband and I had heart trouble 
and were advised to quit coffee. We did 
so and began to use Postum. We now 
are doing without medicine and are en- 
tirely relieved of heart trouble. 

(Caffeine causes heart trouble when 
continually used as in coffee drinking. ) 

**‘Our eleven-year-old boy had a weak 


digestion from birth, and yet always 
craved, and was given, coffee. When 


we changed to Postum he liked it and we 
gave him all he wanted. He has been 
restored to health by Postum and still 
likes it. 
‘*Long live the discoverer of Postum!"’ 
Read ‘‘The Road to Wellville,’’ in 
packages. ‘‘There’s a Reason.”’ 

Ever read the aboveletter? Anew 
one appearsfrom timeto time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 
interest. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. 


JUDGE’S FAVORITE. 





ELSIE JANIS IN THE “SLIM PRINCESS" 
AT THE GLOBE THEATER. 
Tis a merry play you 're in; 
One that makes the people grin. 
That is why your praises fly 
Almost to the very sky. 


The coy robin red-breast is pulling up 
worms. 


And I wait the exhibit, triumphant, ad 
libit., 
Of sweet almond powders (of course 
made of bran), 
Of soothers and bleaches that swap off a 
peaches 
And creamy complexion for freckles 
and tan. 
The cucumber juices bewilder—the deuce 
is 
To choose what you need for the au- 
tumn; but, say! 
My shoes are as cunning, my lingerie’s 
stunning, 
I’m off for a walk by the windiest 
way! 
Now the window’s a-flutter. The fresh 
cocoa butter, 
The cod-liver oil and the 
pests, 
The cures for rhinitis and chilblains 
that blight us, 
Frostillas and quinine and chamois- 
skin vests 
Are useful, it’s granted; but my eye’s 
enchanted 
With perfumes and bonbons and sa- 
vons and scent. 
The mistletoe’s swinging, the 
is ringing, 
It’s winter and Christmas 
have you spent? 
Charlotte Thompson. 


pectoral 


doorbell 


how much 


New Name for Hobble Skirts. 
WOMAN was visiting the shops 
one day with a friend and happened 
to remark about the hobble _ skirts, 
‘*What do you think of them?”’ 
‘‘Do you know what I eall 
her friend said. 
“Te.” 
‘*Standing room only.”’ 


them?’’ 


Not Necessary. 

‘‘If I were you,’’ said the doctor, ‘‘I 
should give up eating meat.’’ 

‘*’Tain’t necessary,”’’ replied the pa- 
tient. ‘‘I’ve got enough in the bank to 
pay your bill without having to econo- 
mize that way.’’—London Opinion. 


It 


Villain Still Pursued Her. 


HANNING POLLOCK cites a certain 

melodrama, produced a few years 

ago on Fourteenth Street, as containing 

the busiest and most inconsistent villain 
ever created. 

In the first act he tied the beautiful 
heroine to a railroad track just as the 
limited was due. In the second, he lured 
her into an old house, locked her in an 
upper room, and set the place on fire. 
In the third, he strapped her under a 
buzz saw and set the machinery in mo- 
tion. In the fourth, he tore the plank- 
ing out of the Brooklyn Bridge, so that 
her automobile plunged through to the 
raging flood below. 

In the fifth act he started to make love 
to her. She shrank from him. 

‘‘Why do you fear me, Nellie?’’ he 
asked.—Success Magazine. 


His Wayward Feet. 


HILE some Sunday-school children 
were rehearsing Christmas and 
New Year’s exercises in one of the local 
churches a couple of weeks ago, the 
teacher noticed that one little boy could 
not keep in step. The child in front of 
the boy was able to march in perfect 
time, but he displayed to a marked de- 
gree the pigeon-toed condition of his 
feet. 
To the boy who could not keep in step 
the teacher said, 
‘‘Now, William, you must try to 
march just like little Henry does.’”’ 
**T can’t very well,’’ replied William, 
**’cause bofe of my feet is fastened on 
straight.’’—-Youngstown Telegram. 


What He Admired. 


Bacon—-‘‘See anything about that pic- 
ture you admire?”’ 

Egbert—‘* Sure.’ 

Bacon—‘‘ What?’’ 

Egbert—‘‘The frame.’’ 

Bacon—‘*‘But I said about the pic- 
ture.”’ 


Egbert—‘‘ Well, the frame’s about the 
picture, isn’t it?’’— Yonkers Statesman. 


Tit for Tat. 

‘‘Dear Clara,’’ wrote the yourg man; 
‘‘pardon me, but I’m getting so forget- 
ful. I proposed to you last night, but 
really forget whether you said yes 
or no.’’ 

‘*Dear Will,’’ she replied by note; ‘‘so 
glad to hear from you. I know I said 
yes to some one last night, but I had 
forgotten just who it was.’’—Red Hen. 

Inevitable. 

**T put my foot in it to-day.’’ 

**What did you do?”’ 

‘*Tried on a new pair of slippers.”’ 
Baltimore American. 


ears 


A soft, white skin gives 
charm to the plainest fea- 
tures. 

Pears’ Soap has a mes- 
sage of beauty for every 
woman who values a clear 
complexion. 


Sold wherever stores are found 


will be appreciated. 
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Deliions 


COOKS 


IMPERIAL 


EXTRA DRY 


CHAMPAGNE 





FOR 5 AGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 








SAINT PAUL HOTEL 


SIXTIETH ST. & COLUMBUS AVENUE | 
NEW YORK 
New 11-Story Fireproof Hotel, Beautifully Furnished 




















One block from Central Park, Columbus 
Circle, Subway, and 6th and 9th Ave. “L” 
Stations. A\ll surface lines pass or transfer 


direct to hotel. 





Telephone in every room. 


100 Rooms, use of bath, $1.00 per day | 
150 Rooms, private bath, $1.50 perday | 
Suites, parlor, bedroom, bath, 
$2.50 and upward | 
Restaurant a ia Carte. 
JOHN W. WHEATON, Proprietor 


J NOW READY 


UDGE’S | 
LIBRARY 


FOR FEBRUARY 
AT ALL NEWS STANDS 


10 Cents a Copy 


hile Frock 


“*The World’s Best Table Water 


From 


America’s Most Famous Spring 


Waukesha, Wis. 


Put up only in NEW Sterilized Bottles 


Live a Little. 
By Douglas Maltech 
sive a little, live a little, try a little 
mirth; 
Sing a little, bring a little happiness to 
earth; 
Smile a 
away ; 
Care a little, share a little of your holi- 
day. 


little, while a little idleness 


Play a little, pray a little, be a little 
glad; 

Rest a little, jest a little, if the heart is 
sad ; 

Spend a little, send a little to another’s 
door 

Give a little, live a little, love a little 
more! 
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“WOT’S WRONG WIV OLD 


WRONG, MATE! 








ENGLAND? 
IT’S THESE "ERE SOSHALISTIC IDEAS, THAT’S WOT IT IS! 


Cost of Living These Days. 


**It costs a lot to live these days— 
More than it did of yore; 

But when you stop to think of it, 
It’s worth a whole lot more.’’ 


So reads a bit of verse recently printed 
in JupGe. It tells a big story. It isn’t 
a masterpiece, but doesn’t it mean a 
great deal? 

Did you ever stop to think how much 
better off the world is than it used to be? 
There are hundreds of reasons why we 
should be glad we are alive. 

Back in school we older folks used to 
read the history of colonial days and sort 
of envy our forefathers, for then—and 
perhaps they do now—the school histo- 
ries told wonderful fairy tales about the 
ideal lives the old timers lived. 

But folks of to-day are beginning to 
dig deeper into history—some of them— 
and they have learned that life in the 
olden days wasn’t all the men who wrote 
the school histories say it was. 

Those who have looked into the affairs 
of our Revolutionary ancestors as closely 
as a broken-down race tout examines the 
hole in his pocket where his useful 
American dollars slipped through have 
come to the belief that, for all-around, 
wild-eyed, unqualified, open-faced nature 
faking, the historians of past times had 
the present-day admirers of Ananias 
beaten beyond hope. 

The man who looks life in the face 
with both brown eyes is apt to realize 
that the world is growing better. Of 


WHY, I'LL TELL YER WOT'S 


IF FOLKS 'UD ONLY KEEP THEIR EYES OPEN, THEY’D SEE THE BLOOMIN’ 


CONSTITUTION A-CRUMBLIN’ 


UNDER THEIR VERY FEET! 


BUT THEY 


DON'T; THEY GOES ABAHT BLIND.”=—London Punch. 


Too Pointed. 

Old Rocksey—-‘‘Why did you quarrel 
with the count, my dear?’’ 

Miss Rocksey—‘‘He called me his 
treasure, and it sounded altogether too 
suggestive.’’—Smart Set. 

Good Luck. 


‘Troubles never come singly,”’ 
Observed some ancient guy. 
Well, we don’t know; we’ve seen a man 
With only one black eye. 
Boston Transcript. 
Poor Mary. 
’Twas ‘‘Mary had a little lamb,”’ 
Not many years ago. 
But now she has to uegetate, 
So high the prices go. 
Princeton Tiger. 
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course one must not forget the fellows 
who have lost their grip and who are 
slipping’ behind; but there are more 
chances for them to regain that grip to- 
day than there were in the times when 
the Indians were lying in ambush about 
the numbers of scalps they had taken and 
collar buttons had not been discovered. 

There are more opportunities to do 
great things—there’s a chance every day 
in the week to help some unfortunate, to 
make some one happier, to whack up 
with some neighbor who has fz'led to 
get his share. 

Eggs and butter may be higher, rents 
may have gone up as the years have 
flown. When you look over the situa- 
tion with a spyglass, aren’t you willing 
to agree that it’s worth a whole lot 
more ?—Glover’s Review. 
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Love Song of a Microbe. 
T THE recent dinner of the founders 
of the New Theater, in New York, 
a number of bright little talks were 
made, especially one by Walter Dam- 
rosch; but the gem of the evening was 
generally conceded to be a few verses by 
George Ade, delivered in response to a 
hearty call. Mr. Ade’s verses were as 
follows: 
The Microbes’ Serenade. 


A lovelorn microbe met by chance, 
At a swagger bacteroidal dance, 
A proud bacillian belle; and she 
Was first of the animalcule, 

Of organism saccharine 

She was the protoplasmic queen, 
The microscopical pride and pet 
Of the biological smartest set. 
And so this infinitesimal swain 
Evolved a pleading, low refrain: 


*‘Oh, lovely metamorphic germ, 
What futile scientific term 

Can well describe your many charms? 
Come to these embryonic arms, 

Then hie away to my cellular home 
And be my little diatom!’’ 


His epithelium burned with love. 

He swore by molecules above 

She’d be his own gregarious mate, 
Or else he would disintegrate. 

This amorous mite of a parasite 
Pursued the germ both day and night, 
And ’neath her window often played 
This Darwin-Huxley serenade— 

He’d warble to her every day 

This rhizopodical roundelay : 


**Oh, most primordial type of spore, 

I never met your like before; 

And though a microbe has no heart, 
From you, sweet germ, I’ll never part. 
We'll sit beneath some fungus growth, 
Till dissolution claims us both!’’ 


Caroni Bitters—One (1) pony glass before meals. 


Best tonic and appetizer. Mo home without it. 


Oct. C. Blache & Co., 78 Broad St., N. Y., @en’! Distrs. 























RYE, 


RIPE 
RICH 
MELLOW 


Sold at all first- 
class cafes and 
by jobbers. 
Wm. LANAHAN & SON, 
Baltimore, Md. 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 








Pays to Advertise. 


‘‘Waiter,’’ grumbled the customer, 
*‘T should like to know the meaning of 
this. Yesterday I was served with a 
portion of pudding twice this size.”’ 

‘‘Indeed, sir!’’ rejoined the waiter. 
‘*Where did you sit?’’ 

‘‘By the window.’’ 

‘Oh, that accounts for it. We al- 
ways give people by the window large 
portions. It’s an advertisement.’’— 
London Tit-Bits. 

















WHAT DID SHE MEAN? 


He—“TI thought you preferred the attention 
of Cholly.’’ 

She—‘‘Not by any means. You are just 
as welcome as he tocall. Why, he is the worst 
bore I know.”’ 


Quick Changes. 

Wife—‘‘ Darling, I want a new gown.”’’ 

Husband—‘‘But you had a new one 
only a short time ago.”’ 

Wife—‘‘Yes; but my friend Ellen is 
to be married, and I can’t wear the same 
dress as I wore at her last wedding.’’— 
Fliegende Blaetter. 


Why Patrick Henry Said It. 


A schoolboy’s composition on Patrick 
Henry contained the following gem: 
‘‘Patrick was not a very bright boy. 
He had blue eyes and light hair. He 
got married, and then said, ‘Give me 
liberty or give me death.’ ’’—Harper’s 
Magazine. 
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conoon Cigarettes 
Try them, and see what 


you've been missing. 
CAMBRIDGE 
in boxes of ten 25c 
AMBASSADOR 3 5c 

In Cork and Plain Tips 


after-dinner size 
“ The Little Brown Box ”’ 
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Deterrents. 


‘‘George,’’ said her husband’s wife, 
‘I don’t believe you have smoked one of 
those cigars I gave you on your birth- 
day.’’ 

‘‘That’s right, my dear,’’ replied his 
wife’s husband. ‘‘I’m going to keep 
them until our Willie wants to learn to 
smoke.’’—Chicago News. 


Helping Him Out. 


‘*I’d like to know my fate to-night,’’ 
The young man said in doubt. 
‘*T’ll go and call papa,’’ she said, 
‘*And he will help you out.”’ 
—Yonkers Statesman. 


A City Story. 


‘‘Where can I hide?’’ gasped the min- 
ing-stock promoter, as he burst into his 
office. ‘‘The police are coming!”’ 

*‘Get into the simplified card-index 
ease!’’ cried the chief clerk. ‘‘I defy 
any one to find anything in there!’’— 
London Opinion. 








THIE 


FINE ST 


3) oh oi 
LVELR BREWLD 


possesses 

the nour- 

ishing qualities of 
bread, backed by 
cter and _ tonic 
properties, that have 
appealed to connois- 
seurs for generations. 

Ask tarit at the Club, Caf 


P d direct 































HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


ROMEIKE’S Pres Cutting Bureau will send you 


all ne wspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.”” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York. 


“3 =ooks like a diamond—wears like 
Ak Se eee & diamond --- brilliancy guaranteed 
- forever--stands filing and fire like a 
diamond---has no paste, foil or arti 
ficial backing 1-2th the cost of 
diamonds Set only in solid gold 
n 


mountings A marvelously reece 
structed gem Not an imitation 









Guaranteed to contain no glass 

Sent on approval. Write for Catalog It is free 

Remoh Jewelry Co. 469 N. Bdway, St. Louis. 
Matrimonial paper with ad- 


GET MARRIED vertisements of marriage- 


able people from all sections, rich, poor, old, young, 
Protestants, Catholics, etc., mailed, seakd, Free. 
B. F. GUNNELS, Toledo, Ohio. 


"VARICOSE VEINS, "2426s. 


e completely cured with inexpensive home treatment 
It absolutely removes the pain, swelling. tiredness and 
disease Full particulars on receipt of stamp 

Vv. F. Young. P. D. f Temple St., Springfield. Mase 


Don't Wear a Truss 


STUART'S PLAS-TR-PADS are different 
from the painful truss, being made 
self-adhesive purposely to hold the 
rupture in place without straps, 
buckles or springs—ecannet slip, 
#0 cannot chafe or compress 
against the pelvic bone. The 
most obstinate cases eured in the pri- 
vacy ofthe home. Thousands have 
successfully treated themselves without 
hindrance from work. as velvet—easy to 
apply—inexpensive. Process of cure is natural, 
go no further use for trusses, We prove what we 
: say by sendi: Fria of Plapao 

absolutely F Write TODAY. 


AL OF 
Address—PLAPAO LABORATORIBS, Blocks 202, St, Louis, Mo. 

















““AND WERE YOIL 
COURSE.”"’ 


BORN IN INDIA?”’ 


Labeled—Not a Joke! 


Salvation Army lady—‘*What do you 
boys do with your old clothes?”’ 

D. Broque—*‘ Well, personally, for the 
last couple of years I’ve been wearing 
mine.’’—Cornell Widow. 


Those Misleading New Rules Again. 


Fair Southron (reading )—‘‘ ‘For hold- 
ing and illegal use of hands, penalty fif- 
teen yards.” Of course mother never 
allowed me to hold hands, but I never 
heard of a fifteen-yard penalty !’’— Yale 
Record. 


This Commercial Age. 


**Are you acquainted with him at all?’’ 
*‘Only in a business way. I marrijeg 
his daughter.’’—Spokesman-Review. 


Revenge. 
Go ring the merry welkins 
Yes, go and ring ’em twice! 
The plumber’s getting even with 
The man who sold him ice! 
Baltimore Sun. 


**Do you think a woman should get 
the wages of a man?’’ 
‘*It depends on whether she is married 





‘WHAT PART?’’ ‘‘ALL OF ME, OF 
~London Punch 


Agricultural Sub-treasuries. 


“‘The American farmer doesn’t buy 
many gold bricks nowadays.”’ 

‘*Oh, yes, he does! But they’re real 
ones.”’’—-Chicago Post. 


His Financial Reputation. 


‘‘They tell me Squeezem’s health is 
failing.’’ 

‘*Failing? Then there must be money 
in it.’’—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott's Bitters. Makes the best. 


Bacon—‘‘I see a device to be con- 
nected with an ordinary telephone line, 
with which handwriting may be trans- 
mitted to distant points, has been per- 
fected in England.’’ 

Egbert—‘* Well, say, it’s pretty hard 
as it is now to tell what people want 
over the telephone. This will make it 
worse yet.’’— Yonkers Statesman. 

Griggs—‘Do you enjoy your wife’s 

receptions?’’ 

Briggs—‘‘ Not her receptions when I 
get home at one a. m.’’—Boston Tran- 
| seript. 








to him or not.’’—-Princeton Tiger. 
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IMPROBABLE SCENES 
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AT A BARGAIN SALE. 


London Punch. 


be appreciated. 
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Preferred Goose Flesh. 


Farmer Jenkins believed in the good 
old-fashioned idea of giving all the farm 
hands and laborers a real good feed at 
the festive season. So he determined 
to give them something to remember 
last year and ordered the feast to start 
with soup, to be followed by goose, roast 
beef, and unlimited supplies of plum 
pudding. 

The farm hands duly assembled, and 
having fasted all day, so as to be in good 
trim for the Christmas feed, were pre- 
pared to make the supplies look foolish. 
Roast goose and beer were all they ex- 
pected. 

‘*’Ere, what’s this ’ere?’’ said a dis- 
appointed, sturdy son of toil, when a 
huge plate of soup was placed before 
him. ‘‘You’ve forgotten the goose and 
stuffin’. I don’t want all gravy!”’ 


Mr. Squiggs—‘‘I hear that Professor 
Wiseman, the prophet, has decided that 
the world will come to an end next 
Christmas Day.’”’ 

Tommy Squiggs—‘‘Before or after 
dinner, pa?”’ 


Mrs. Tracts—‘‘ Well, Jenkins, a Happy 
New Year to you, and I hope you’ll turn 
over a new leaf.’’ 

Viilage ne’er-do-weel —‘‘Thank ye, 
mum; same to you.’’ 


Hostess—‘‘Miss Robinson has no 
partner for this waltz. Would you 
mind dancing with her instead of with 
me?’’ 

Hawkard—‘‘On the contrary, I shall 
be only too delighted.’’ 

Then she cut him dead. 


Mrs. Caller—‘‘You surely don’t give 
your husband a necktie every Christ- 
mas?’’ 

Mrs. Athome—‘‘Oh, yes, I do! And 
the poor dear never seems to know that 
it is the same one!”’ 


‘What is the height of happiness?”’ 
mused the philosophical girl. 

‘Well, in my case,’’ laughed the 
pretty June bride, ‘‘he is about five feet 
ten.”’ 


The piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using a 
dash of Abbott’s Bitters. Sample by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


Not What It Seemed. 

In the Cincinnati Enquirer lately we 
were quite astonished to see, in big 
headlines, ‘‘A College Revival.’’ An- 
ticipating thankfully any intelligence 
concerning evangelistic victories in our 
colleges, we began to read. But the 
first sentence gave us this unexpected 
information: ‘‘A good college play such 
as ‘Brown of Harvard,’ which was put 
on yesterday by the Forepaugh Stock 
Company,’’ ete. — Western Christian Ad- 
vocate. 


Modern Method. 


“‘T am a candidate for your hand.’’ 

‘“‘But my parents have indorsed an- 
other young man.’”’ 

“All right; I’ll run as an insurgent.”’ 
Houston Chronicle. 
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Pure, Healthful, Refreshing 


Afpollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” 




















Bohemian Number of 
muage- 


OUT NEXT WEEK 


A number in which all convention has 
been laid aside. Women and children not 
permitted to buy this issue unless they have 
the price. Those who weuld rather live in 
Bohemia than in any other land would rather 
read the Bohemian Number of JupcGe than 
any other one—so would a lot of other people. 








10 Cents a Copy EV Dp GE: 10 Cents a Copy 


Old King Cole was a merry 2HURMIANT ANIME ‘There was a man in our town, 
’ Pau [AN N JI IBER, And he was wondrous wise. 


old soul, 


| Anda merry old soul was he. 
' He threw down his pipe and \% 
he upset his bowl— 
BouEMIAN JupcE had filled | 
him with glee. ‘a 
| : 
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Little Jack Horner sat in a eer ) 
J Sa é i se ; 
corner, = =, 
Nibbling a piece of fudge ; } 


He always wore a smile in- 
stead 
Of heaving foolish sighs. 
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And when the people asked 
him why 








But that was not why there , \ < He never did repine— 
was mirth in his eye— “It’s JupGE,”’ said he, “‘that 
) 5 J 
He possessed a BOHEMIAN 1 “fs, \ Le Ee gladdens me; 
JUDGE i There’s fun in every line.” 





SOLD—BUT NOT KEPT UNSOLD 
AT ALL NEWSSTANDS 


EVERY DEALER KNOWS 


that the most satisfactory brand of 
whiskey he can offer his trade is 


eT, VW. HARPER” 


@ Often, however, they recommend something else 
because there is more profit in the poorer kind. 

@ As a consumer you want THE BEST, therefore 
insist on HARPER. 


Bernheim Distilling Co., Incorporated 
Louisville 









































PALL MALL 


FAMOUS CIGARETTES 


A ShillinginLondon 
A Quarter Here 











